One day, Bapu noticed that I was in the habit of
breaking off a whole twig for the sake of four or five
leaves. Whereupon he said: "This is himsa (violence).
Others might not be able to understand, but you can.
Even these four leaves should be plucked by us humbly,
with due apologies to the tree. You break off whole
twigs!"
From the next day I left off doing so. Being tall,
I had -no difficulty in plucking just the four or five
leaves I needed. Then I had another brain-wave. I
started waxing my string with a bit of candle to pro-
tect it from the atmospheric moisture, on days when
the oven was not working. This did the trick, and
Bapu was pleased.
And then, we stopped getting datuns (fresh mem
or babul sticks, which are chewed and used as tooth-
brushes) from outside. I said: "Bapuji, this place abounds
in neem trees. I will make a nice, fresh datun for you
every morning." Bapu agreed. The next day I brought a.
datun, pounded one end of it into a soft brush, and gave
it to Bapu. After using it he said: "Now cut off the
used bit of the datun and pound that end into a brush
again." I said, surprised: "But why? We can get a
fresh one every day," "I know we can," said Bapu,
"but that does not mean we should! We have not the
right. We must not fling away a datun until it has
become too dry to be usable." So that was how it was
done. Sometimes the "brush3 could not be made soft
enough, and the thought of Bapu's gums and the few
remaining teeth having to suffer was painful to me,
but what could I do ? I had been forbidden to cut a new
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